DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS.                    8?
his two companions. The wind being south-east, con-
sequently blew on their backs. The clouds of sand, which
otherwise would have been insupportable, from being
received behind, did not in consequence impede their
progress. In short, they sometimes went faster than they
liked, and had some difficulty in keeping their feet; but
hope gave them strength, for it was not at random that
they made their way along the shore. They had no doubt
that Neb had found his master, and that he had sent them
the faithful dog. But was the engineer living, or had Neb
only sent for his companions that they might render the
last duties to the corpse of the unfortunate Harding ?
After having passed the precipice, Herbert, the reporter,
and Pencroft prudently stepped aside to stop and take
breath. The turn of the rocks sheltered them from the
wind, and they could breathe after this walk or rather run
of a quarter of an hour.
They could now hear and reply to each other, and the
[ad having pronounced the name of Cyrus Harding, Top
gave a few short barks, as much as to say that his master
was saved.
"Saved, isn't he ?" repeated Herbert; "saved, Top?"
And the dog barked in reply.
They once more set out. The tide began to rise, and
urged by the wind it threatened to be unusually high, as it
a spring tide.   Great billows thundered against the
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